16                  LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

my ideas. The remembrance of your splen-
did black eyes is perhaps an element of my
admiration for you. Still, I am almost in-
sensible to beauty. I say to myself that
" It spoils nothing;" but I assure you that
when I heard a man who is very hard to
please say that you were very pretty, I
could not prevent myself from feeling sad.
This is the reason: I am horribly jealous
of my friends, and it pains me to think that
your beauty exposes you to the cares and to
the attentions of a lot of men who cannot
appreciate you and who see in you only
what preoccupies me the least. In truth, I
am in a frightful humor when I think of the
ceremony which you are to attend. Nothing
makes me sadder than a marriage. The
Turks, who bargain for a woman while they
examine them like fat sheep, are worth more
than we who have placed over this vile bar-
gain a varnish of hypocrisy which is, alas,
quite transparent. I have asked myself
often what I might say to a woman on the
first day of my wedding, and I have thought
of nothing possible, unless it be a compli-
ment on her nightcap. The devil, happily,